and Kotagiri. Surrounded by hills which rise one above the other with so much of grace, beauty and splendour one cannot but feel elevated. I do not know why, but the upward-climbing smoke of incense, the one pointed flame of the old-fashioned Indian lamp the heaven-piercing peaks of high mountains, flowers, perfumes and women always make me feel the nearness of God and the necessity of lifting up my heart to Him. The Rev. J.H. Weather all, Principal of Manchester College, Oxford, in one of his very kind letters to me wished that I might find Zurich a place of charm and spiritual stimulus. I have really found Zurich University such a place, and my Professors here, like my Professors in Oxford, are extremely encouraging and inspiring. It is but natural that in such an atmosphere as I find in Switzerland I should seek the friendship of so great a mystic and tyagi as Pattanathu Pillai to raise myself up to the lotus feet of God. These translations are the result of my morning devotions with our yogi.
These translation are by no means literal. Literal translations of such long mystical and metaphysical religious poems as those of Patta- nathu Pillai, rich in alliteration and rhyme, sweet in sound and language, high and heavenly in imagination, are not possible. My translations are the free renderings of the mind of our saint. I read each poem many times, took notes, closed the book and laid it aside. First. I consciously meditated on the truths I found in his poems; secondly, I tried to slip into his self, suspending for a moment my own views of his poems. When I woke up from my sleepless slumber in our saint's mind. I quickly wrote down what I believed to be the true interpretations of his mind according to himself. Then again, I read my translation with my notes. I copied for the press that translation which made me feel that I did not wander away from the poet's mind.
Who can add brightness to the sun? Who can make purer the yellow of pure gold? The spirit of Pattanathu Pillai's poems is as bright as the sun; his poems arc pure as the yellow of pure gold. Ah ! there are so many invaluable treasures in the rich mines of his verse. I do not know which I should choose to discuss here. Must I discuss the truth of the holiness of beauty or the truth of the beauty of holiness? At times. 1 was tempted to stand still at the portal of the goddess of beauty without endeavouring to examine whether or no this goddess of beauty 1 find in his nil hnd any relation to the exalted moral ideals of his consecrated life. On other occasions, 1 was tempted to stand at the threshold of the deity of all goodness
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